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KILLANTRINGAN 

DO  you  know  the  West  of  Galloway 
By  Killantringan's  shore, 
Where  the  North  Atlantic  waters 
Rush  past  evermore  ? 
They  flow  like  a  mighty  river 
Gnawing  the  rocky  strand, 
And  across  in  sunny  weather 
Gleams  the  rim  of  Ireland  ; 
There  in  the  jagged  inlets 
Of  Sandeel  Bay  and  Laird's, 
Flying  o'er  wrack  and  shingle 
Go  flocks  of  white  sea  birds  ; 
And  the  sunset  paints  in  red  and  gold 
The  rippling  waves  of  the  gulflets  cold. 

Ah  !  how  the  ocean  churns  a  foam 

When  the  wintry  winds  sweep  down. 

And  the  frost-nipped  sailor  dreams  of  rest 

In  some  cosy  cot  or  town. 

Then  the  friendly  shores  of  Ireland 

Lie  hid,  and  from  the  gloom 

The  Scottish  folk  draw  closely 

The  curtains  in  each  room. 

Such  days  by  Killantringan, 

Mad  monsters  scour  the  land. 

And  a  fearful  boom  rings  all  along 

As  they  grind  their  prey  to  sand  ; 

While  affrighted  flights  of  screaming  birds 

Flock  beyond  Knockinaam  and  Laird's. 


Down  that  grey  coast  by  night  and  day 

The  wild,  dark  waters  surge. 

And  from  the  rocky  realms  below 

Resounds  full  many  a  dirge  ; 

Above  the  shriek  of  winged  things 

The  warning  bell  rings  loud, 

And  the  foam  all  white  of  an  angry  wave 

Is  the  victim's  only  shroud. 

Four  fathoms  deep  his  bones  will  bleach, 

The  fishes  feed  on  his  drowned  eyes, 

His  restless  tomb  is  the  shifting  sand, 

The  mocking  winds  his  threnodies. 

While  scoffing  mermaids  round  him  play — 

Oh,  come  away,  away,  away  ! 
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THE  SHELL 

I   HELD  a  shell,  and  thought  it  gave 
The  echo  of  a  distant  wave 
Washing  upon  a  mystic  shore  ; 
While  strange  sea  voices  evermore 
Chanted  old  psalms  unto  my  soul, 
Of  frail  Mortality's  joy  and  dole  ; 
Of  Life  as  it  teems  in  sea,  on  land. 
Changing  God's  coin  into  golden  sand. 
Sanded  ore  into  burnished  gold, 
Changing  and  changing  by  oceans  rolled. 
And  a  myriad  voices  played  for  me 
A  magical,  musical  melody  ; 
Sounds  rising  sweetly  to  silent  stars, 
Or  floating  away  with  strange  moans  and  jars 
To  the  ether  that  winds  about  the  earth 
Like  a  veil  of  gauze.     O,  joyous  Mirth  ! 
Therein  was  never  a  place  for  thee — 
Thou  wert  lost  like  tears  in  a  Rhapsody. 


WHITE  CLOUDS  SAILING 

WHITE  clouds  sailing 
In  ethereal  blue, 
Primal  man  dreamt  angels, 
Maybe,  in  you. 

White  clouds  floating 
So  calmly  on  high. 
Troubled  souls  read  in  you, 
Peace  it  is  to  die. 

White  clouds  drifting 
Far  across  the  sea. 
Passing  with  mystic  fairness 
Ever,  eternally. 

White  clouds  changing 
In  the  horizon  grey, 
Sorrow  in  the  evening 
Turns  to  joy  by  day. 

Sweet,  celestial  white  ships, 
Carry  to  my  mate, 
All  the  love  and  longing 
Of  a  heart  desolate. 
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MERMAIDS 

I  SAW  three  mermaids  sitting 
Beside  a  rocky  pool ; 
Discovered  them  unwitting, 
When  the  sea  waters  cool 
Gently  laved  the  sun-burned  sand. 
And  a  mystic  haze  hung  o'er  the  land. 

The  voices  of  tender  waves 

Sang  chorussed  lullaby  ; 
Down  where  the  algae  paves 

The  sea  floor  gaudily, 
Fat,  placid  fish  swam  in  and  out 
Or  by  the  grey  rocks,  round  about. 

But,  on  the  mermaids  sat. 

Their  bright  tails  curled  ; 
So  still,  it  seemed  that 

Statues  they  were,  empearled  ; 
What  did  they  by  the  limpid  waters. 
Those  blue-eyed  maidens,  Neptune's  daughters  ? 

Suddenly  a  sound 

Rang  through  the  drowsy  air  ; 
Some  trippers  ran  aground 

Their  pleasure  boats — a  pair, 
I  looked  towards  the  green  sea  pool. 
But  only  saw  the  waters  cool. 

Amid  the  echoing  rocks. 

Sounded  fresh  laughter  ; 
Feet  pattering  without  socks 

I  heard  soon  after  ; 
Then  rubbed  my  eyes  the  rune  to  read — 
Mermaids  or  maidens  gathering  weed  ? 
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SPIRIT  OF   FRIENDSHIP 

DO  you  remember,  by  a  summer  sea, 
Wlien  wavelets  sang  with  tuneful  iterance, 
At  turn  of  tide  with  greater  resonance, 
In  our  glad  ears  a  moving  melody  ? 
How  once  we  spoke  of  the  great  galaxy 
Of  friends  ;  on  whom  we  looked  in  fancied  trance 
Through  crystal  crests,  marking  Time's  distance  ? 
For,  Dante-hke,  we  saw  Eternity. 
Then,  on  that  Borderland  an  oath  we  swore, 
A  faithful  friendship  that  should  last  our  lives. 
And  though  great  seas  divide,  and  nevermore 
I  see  thy  face,  some  spirit  comes  and  gives 
Into  my  keeping  those  sweet  thoughts  of  yore, 
And  maugre  destiny  our  promise  lives. 
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WHEN  EDRISI 

WHEN  Edrisi,  long  ago. 
His  "  Sea  of  Darkness  "  drew, 
Little  men  recked  of  the  great  unknown, 
Little  they  knew. 

Stories  of  horrors  and  monsters  grim 
Were  whispered  in  tones  of  awe  ; 

The  visions  of  other  worlds  were  dim  ; 
Little  men  saw, 

Beyond  the  narrow,  homely  bands 

That  bounded  a  tiny  world. 
Until  the  Crusaders  in  foreign  lands 

Their  flag  unfurled. 

Oderic  and  Polo  roamed  the  seas, 

Men  sought  for  Prester  John  ; 
And  the  lure  of  gold  and  the  ocean's  breeze 

Led  wanderers  on. 

Wander  we  still  in  an  unknown  realm, 

Through  waters  of  bitterness. 
And  what  Great  Hand  controls  the  helm 

We  try  to  guess. 
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THE  FISHERS 

ONE  by  one  they  sail  away 
As  the  sun  sets  o'er  the  seas, 
Of  small  renown,  with  sails  of  brown 
Set  to  the  evening  breeze. 

Tis  so  in  graceful  trim  array 
They  cross  the  harbour  bar  ; 

Day,  month,  and  year,  they  disappear 
In  the  horizon  far. 

Now  men-made  mines  may  be  their  prey 

Now  Ocean's  denizen  ; 
It  matters  not,  which  is  their  lot, 

To  the  ships,  or  brine-tanned  men. 

And  oft-times,  in  the  great  affray 

Of  water,  storm,  and  wind. 
The  boats  go  down,  the  sailors  drown, 

O'erwhelmed  by  fate  unkind. 

Yet  others  left  still  sail  away— 

Necessity's  decree — 
All  unrenowned  by  blatant  sound. 

The  fishers  fish  the  sea. 
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THE  NORTHERN  ROVER 

UP  rose  the  North  Wind  in  savage  glee, 
And  called  across  to  the  Southern  Sea, 
"  Be  ready  !     Beware  !  for  by  decree 
I  come,  the  Northern  Rover  !  " 

He  buckled  his  belt  and  seized  his  horn, 
And  left  his  Icebergs  at  early  morn, 
Forth  over  the  Arctic  Wastes  forlorn 

Went  the  Ruthless  Northern  Rover. 

He  puffed  his  cheeks  with  an  icy  breath. 
And  it  was  cold,  as  cold  as  death. 
While  his  minions  called  from  the  Moor  and  Heath, 
"  Hurrah  !  for  the  Northern  Rover." 

But  the  Southern  Sea,  in  great  alaiin. 
Woke  from  her  slumbers  soft  and  warm  ; 
She  shrieked  aloud,  "  He  meaneth  harm. 
The  wicked  Northern  Rover." 

Then  her  maidens,  the  lucent  Green  Sea  Waves, 
Flung  white  arms  to  King  Neptune's  Braves, 
Who  rose  in  their  might  from  the  Ocean  Caves 
To  meet  the  Northern  Rover. 

Woe  to  the  ships  whose  planks  are  weak. 
Woe  to  the  men  should  the  vessel  leak, 
For  Wind  and  Sea  on  Victims  wreak 

The  wrath  of  the  Northern  Rover. 
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DOLPHINS   IN   THE  BAY 

OH,  those  were  pleasant,  sunny  days 
When  we  stayed  by  a  Cambrian  sea  ; 
Now,  'mid  the  city's  rushing  ways 
Old  scenes  come  back  to  me. 

"  Hurry  up  !  hurry  up  !  are  you  never  coming  ? 
Hark  to  the  bumble-bees  in  the  garden  humming  ; 
Girls  are  always  sluggards,"  I  hear  my  brother  say, 
"  Leave  books  and  come  with  me  to  see  the  dolphins 
in  the  bay." 

He  loved  not  school,  nor  pens,  nor  books. 
But  listened  all  intent 
To  sailor  tales,  with  wonder  looks 
And  joy  in  blue  eyes  blent. 

"  Hurry  up  !  hurry  up  !  come  and  gather  shells. 
Come  and  see  the  flowers  and  their  funny  nodding 

bells ; 
Come  and  roam  the  shore  with   me.     Come,   Lazy  ! 

play  ! 
Good  luck  will  come  to  those  who  see  the  dolphins 
in  the  bay." 

Dear  eyes  of  curiosity 

Roaming  everywhere. 

For  moth,  or  mouse,  or  butterfly 

In  weather  fair. 

"  Hurry  up  !  hurry  up  !  "  still  I  hear  him  calling. 
Up  and  down  and  restless,  boylike  bawling  : 
"  Lazybones  !     Lazybones  !  come  along,  I  say." 
And,  most  of  all,  he  loved  to  watch  the  dolphins  in 
the  bay. 
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THE  ADVENTURER 

I.    Leasing 

DOWN  the  River  of  Youth  to  the  open  sea, 
To  islands  where  coralline  strands  there  be 
To  golden  shores  of  sublimity. 
Sailed  a  Sailor  who  knew  not  Leasing. 

He  saw  great  waves  of  the  ocean  roll 
And  the  waters  reflect  heaven's  auriole  ; 
The  midnight  moon  in  a  deep-blue  bowl ; 
Then  he  dreamt,  nor  dreamt  of  Leasing. 

He  sang  at  his  toil  as  he  ploughed  his  way. 
And  laughed  when  he  felt  the  keen  salt  spray  , 
For  little  he  recked  of  the  rocks  that  lay 
Far  off  in  the  Gulf  of  Leasing. 

But  over  the  sea  on  a  summer  morn, 
He  saw  a  barque  on  the  blue  waves  borne, 
Bright  silken  sails  did  that  ship  adorn  ; 
And  within,  were  the  Ladies  of  Leasing. 

Fair  Deceit  sat  at  the  prow, 
Soft  buzzing  Slander  reclined  below. 
They  chanted  a  chant  quite  sweet  and  low, 
But  their  song  was  a  song  of  Leasing. 

He  followed  them  far  to  an  inland  lake. 
Where  dwelt  full  many  a  glittering  snake, 
And  coloured  waters  false  thirst  might  slake 
In  the  lake  past  the  Gulf  of  Leasing. 

Grave  grew  the  Sailor — he  knew  not  why — 
When  he  heard  the  resplendent  swimmers  sigh, 
WhOe  the  echoing  rocks  sang  in  weird  reply 
All  across  the  Gulf  of  Leasing. 
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Then  an  Ave  said  that  mariner  bold, 
And  he  hated  those  waters  deep  and  cold, 
For  he  knew  in  confusion  his  soul  might  be  sold 
To  the  Sirens  that  sigh  in  Leasing. 

II.    Homeland 

The  Ave  floated  in  misty  air, 
As  is  the  way  of  all  human  prayer. 
But  to  the  Sailor  watching  there 
Came  a  vision  of  things  revolting. 

He  set  the  rudder  and  sailed  away. 
Melancholy,  wandered  many  a  day  ; 
For  a  trusting  soul  is  ready  prey 
To  the  spectres  who  dwell  by  Leasing. 

Full  of  sad  thought  o'er  the  waves  he  sped. 
As  others  who  think  on  the  quiet  dead. 
Although  the  sage  in  his  wisdom  said 
"  The  dead  are  happy  sleeping." 

Then  he  heard  the  call  of  the  merry  wind. 
While  the  ocean's  lullaby  soothed  his  mind  ; 
The  Gulf  was  a  memory  left  behind. 
As  he  trimmed  his  sails  lor  Homeland. 

In  a  mirage  he  saw  the  tender  Spring, 
The  swallows  flying  with  long,  swift  wing. 
The  bhthesome  larks  as  they  soar  and  sing 
In  April,  afar  in  the  Homeland. 

The  clash  of  his  soul  in  the  joy  of  Hfe 
Braced  him  to  meet  incessant  strife. 
When  the  stinging  wind  as  a  pruning  knife 
Cut  at  his  canvas  in  sailing, 
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Some  men  are  wafted  by  tender  breeze 
Back  to  security  ;  wild  winds  seize 
Others,  who  daringly  sail  the  seas 
In  search  of  some  fabled  Homeland. 

History  of  Heroes  the  scrolls  shall  tell ; 
The  quiet  may  read  in  their  peaceful  dell, 
How  abounding  life  loves  the  ocean's  swell. 
Though  it  rest  for  a  space  in  the  Homeland. 


III.    Tony  Triumph 

So,  to  this  mariner  of  the  sea. 
Came  not  the  happy  destiny. 
Which  passes  in  quiet  ecstasy 
And  leaves  the  scribes  a-gaping. 

Scarce  had  he  reached  the  harbour  bar. 
Where  ships  at  anchor  restful  are, 
When  sailed  by  him  the  "  Rising  Star," 
Captained  by  Tony  Triumph. 

He  hailed  the  youth  with  cheerful  grin. 
Slapped  on  his  thigh,  then  stroked  his  chin  ; 
Told  how  great  stores  of  wealth  men  win 
Who  find  the  Gilded  Islands. 

What  lark  can  sing  against  a  troll  ? 
What  swallows  fly  as  thoughts  gambol 
And  change,  like  lights  of  girasol 
Beneath  the  sunshine  gleaming  '' 
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"  Tell,"  cried  the  Captain,  "  Wliat's  your  name  ? 
Line  up  with  us  and  hunt  for  fame. 
Power  and  gold.     Man  !  that's  the  game  ! 
Say  '  Done,'  and  let's  be  sailing." 


19 


To  hear  a  voice  call — "  Frank  and  free. 
Jovial  and  merry,  mate,  that's  me  !  " 
Makes  the  ocean  life  seem  one  of  glee — 
Good-bye,  green  fields  and  valleys. 

They  sailed  away  for  the  Gilded  Isles, 
And  left  the  Homeland's  tender  smiles, 
Forgot  the  Sirens'  lure  and  wiles 
As  they  sailed  for  the  Gilded  Islands. 


IV.    The  Gilded  Islands 

The  Gilded  Islands  are  set  apart 
Far  from  the  jewelled  ocean's  heart ; 
A  retiring  ground  for  people  smart 
Who  speak  with  the  tongues  of  Babel. 

Dressed  like  some  bird  of  Paradise, 
That  in  a  tropic  sunshine  flies, 
Seeing  the  world  through  golden  eyes, 
Lives  a  dweller  on  those  Islands. 

By  night  to  sounds  of  revelry, 
By  day  to  screams  of  jollity. 
In  pastimes  of  frivolity 
Go  the  hours  of  timp  a-flying. 

The  image  of  Mammon  may,  too,  be  seen 
Where  the  horseleech  daughter  reigns  a  queen, 
And  worshippers  serve  with  servile  mien 
As  hypocrites  do  in  England. 

Around  the  Islands  currents  deep 
Have  swept  to  everlasting  sleep 
Wanderers  weak,  who  wished  to  keep 
Pace  with  the  gilded  dwellers. 
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Broken  there  on  rocks  around. 
Some  wretched  wreck  has  oft  been  found, 
Whose  crew  was  miserably  drowned 
Swimming  to  gain  the  Islands. 

Yet  not  more  sad  such  fate  appears 
Than  that  of  those  who  gained  the  spheres, 
Where  laughter  is  ever  the  froth  of  tears, 
And  dress  but  the  shrouds  of  others. 
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A   SEA   PICTURE 

ALONE  did  I  sit  when  the  swallows  were  thronging, 
My  heart  had  gone  over  the  sea  in  great  longing. 

In  fancy  I  saw  the  gay  sailors  a-thronging, 

I  wished  that  my  boy  might  respond  to  my  longing. 

Then     landward     the     sea-gulls     came     skirling     and 

thronging, 
For  safety  and  shelter  from  storm  they  were  longing. 

While  wave  after  wave  of  the  grey  sea  came  thronging, 
Right  on  to  the  rocks  with  a  murderous  longing. 

A  ship,  too,  appeared  with  mariners  thronging, 

For  rescue  their  cries,  o'er  the  surf,  came  in  longing. 

To  the  beach  many  people  ran  hurriedly  thronging, 
All  earnestly  hoping  and  praying  and  longing. 

And    my    thoughts    flew    away    to    where    foreigners 

thronging. 
Would   greet   my   dear   boy ;    so    I    ceased    from   my 

longing. 

To  my  door,  then,  the  people  came  hurriedly  thronging, 
But  why  should  they  come  to  me  lonely  and  longing  ? 

They    bore    a    still    form    around    which    they    were 

thronging. 
Oh  !  not  of  him  thus  had  I  dreamt  in  my  longing. 

And  yet  the  birds  flew— I  could  hear  them  a-thronging. 
But  henceforth,  for  death,  I  should  only  be  longing. 
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PARTED 

lARTED  are  we  for  ever  here. 
Soul  of  my  soul,  my  dear  ; 
Is  it  for  all  eternity  ? 
Shall  we  meet  in  some  other  sphere  ? 

When  the  wind  blows  high  and  the  sea  turns  grey. 

And  the  scudding  clouds  fly  low, 

And  I  taste  on  my  lips  the  salted  spray 

As  along  the  shore  I  go  ; 

Then  my  thoughts  are  thoughts  all  bitter-sweet, 

Dreaming  of  long  ago. 

While  the  dashing  waves  wash  to  my  feet 

Wreckage,  with  ebb  and  flow. 

When  in  the  night's  deep  blue  appear 
Heaven's  lanterns,  shining  clear, 
As  a  breath  from  the  Wings  of  Eternity 
Does  thy  soul  to  mine  draw  near  ? 
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SONGS  OF  TIME 

I.    To-day 

THE  past  is  gone,"  thus  spake  the  sage, 
"  The  future  hngereth  far  away, 
Only  to  thee  for  heritage 
Come  present  hours.     Thou  hast  To-day. 

The  dead  at  rest  need  not  thy  care. 
The  unborn  may  bring  other  sway  ; 
Toil  then,  for  those  around,  and  share 
Each  joy,  each  woe.     Bless  thou  To-day. 

Regrets  unman  the  earnest  heart, 
The  fates  to-morrow,  too,  may  slay.         "■ 
Courage  is  duty's  counterpart ; 
Boldly  then  live.     Fight  for  To-day." 


II.     The   P.-^st 

THERE  is  a  room  all  dimly  lit. 
And  ghostly  walls  are  the  bounds  of  it. 
Wherein,  when  the  quiet  of  twilight  falls. 
Sweet  bygone  voices  are  chiming  calls. 

Multiplied  colours  soft  garments  weave, 
Intangible  tapestried  shades  relieve 
Deeps  of  oblivion  ;  glamours  cast 
Their  spells  from  out  the  remembered  past. 

Never  a  face  may  you  plainly  see. 
Never  a  voice  will  quite  speak  to  thee. 
Though  voices  and  faces  seem  strangely  there, 
And  softly  you  breathe  for  the  Past  a  prayer. 
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III.    To-morrow 

FAR  in  the  hazy  distance  Hes 
The  unknown  day  with  unknown  skies  ; 
Lift  up  your  heart,  lift  up  your  eyes, 
For  hope  Hes  in  the  morrow. 

To-day  for  work,  the  Past  for  rest, 
The  hour  that  reigneth  may  be  best, 
Its  sunshine  passeth  to  the  west, 
Whence  none  its  wealth  may  borrow. 

A  world  of  woe  may  be  a-near, 
Your  soul  a-droop  with  sudden  fear  ; 
Blossoms  fallen,  leaves  all  sere — 
As  they  die,  so  will  sorrow. 


IV.    The  Winged   One 

WHO  flies  away  on  noiseless  wing, 
Relentless,  undelaying. 
Invisibly  a  pinioned  thing. 

Binding,  though  never  staying  ? 

Dark  ?     He  is  dark  as  midnight  gloom, 
Bright  ?     He  is  light  and  glowing. 

As  cradle  so  to  him  the  tomb  ; 
He  reaps  while  yet  he's  sowing. 

No  birth  had  he,  nor  will  he  die. 
He  knows  not  joy  or  laughter. 

He  sheds  no  tear,  he  heaves  no  sigh, 
He  moves  before  and  after. 
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He  Cometh  now,  he's  here,  he's  there  ! 

Of  all  is  he  the  master  ; 
He  slows  not  for  an  earnest  prayer, 

Nor  moves  a  whit  the  faster. 

He  made  the  world,  the  stars,  the  sun, 
The  mountains  and  the  ocean, 

He  reigns  when  all  our  days  are  done 
Still  in  perpetual  motion. 


THE   SPIRIT 

WHO  is  that  calling  from  the  other  side  ? 
Calling,  calling,  and  will  not  be  denied — 
Brother,  I  pray  you,  let  me  rest  in  peace. 
Here,  in  the  quiet,  where  my  sorrows  cease. 
You  have  the  sun,  and  all  the  glorious  sheen 
Of  life — the  flowers,  the  hills,  the  wondrous  green. 
Yours  is  the  sight  of  Heaven's  incomparable  blue, 
The  stars,  the  child,  the  blest  diamonded  dew 
Of  innocent  eyes.     Yours  is  the  ready  hand 
Of  friendship,  substanced  for  earth  to  understand  ; 
While  swift  to  all  knowledge  is  the  march  of  time — 
So  swift  he  moves  to  other  worlds  sublime — 
Rouse  me  not  back  regretfully  to  strife, 
Yours  is  the  effort  and  the  joy  of  life. 
Brother,  I  pray  you,  let  me  rest  in  peace. 
Here,  in  the  quiet,  where  my  sorrows  cease. 
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THE   WAR 
1914-1916 

WHAT  noise  rings  down  the  erstwhile  quiet  street  ? 
And  why  do  men  in  wild  excitement  meet  ? 
These  questions  asked  were  answered  near  and  far — 
"  Behold  materiahsed  the  spectre  war." 
Then  men,  all  battlegirt,  thronged  on  the  roads, 
Horses  strained  forward  with  artillery  loads  ; 
By  night  the  trains  groaned  over  iron  ways, 
And  preparation  painted  all  our  days. 
The  blatant  trumpet  sounded  forth  its  note, 
While  bugle-calls  were  heard  in  fields  remote. 
With  wizard  touch  Fate  changed  our  thoroughfares 
To  rivers,  streaming  horses,  men  and  wares 
Away  to  lake-hke  camps — thence  to  the  sea, 
Where  war-clad  warriors  passed  in  mystery. 
They  passed — Ah,  where  ? 

No  sound  of  battle  comes  to  Britain's  shores, 

Though  daily  heavy  wreckage  homeward  pours. 

Bearing  strange  tales,  as  flotsam  on  the  tide 

Speaks  of  the  storms  at  sea  :  of  broken  pride. 

And  ships  that  crushed  and  maimed  return 

In  parts.     These  cruel  waves  now  toss,  now  spurn 

Shoreward,  from  the  conflict  keen  and  sinister, 

Wherein  the  elements  do  minister 

In  one  wild  orgie  of  destruction  grim  ; 

They  cast  in  irony  to  the  ocean's  rim 

Man's  poor  frail  workmanship  with  fiendish  "  There  ! 

This  is  our  answer  to  a  mortal's  prayer  ; 

This  is  our  reply  to  all  his  foolish  hopes  ; 

Let  winds  re-echo  it  to  where  he  gropes 

BHndly  and  dully,  as  a  stupid  child 

Toils  at  his  task,  in  innocence  beguiled 
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To  industry  by  fear,  or  dreams  of  joy — ■ 
Man's  mightiest  battleship  is  but  our  toy  !  " 

Dazed,  the  soul  hears  the  mocking  spirit  cry. 
Scornful  of  every  human  agony  ; 
Dazed,  sees  the  flood  of  war  take  heavy  toll, 
And  man's  wild  passions  plunge  the  world  in  dole. 
Then,  like  disciples,  who  of  old  implored 
The  help  and  pity  of  their  sleeping  Lord, 
So  we  in  doubt  behold  these  storms  of  men 
And  wonder  when  that  voice  will  speak  again. 

Yet  great  the  part 
That  keeps  a  vista-ed  heaven  for  ever  green. 
Across  the  earth's  black  gloom  and  in  between 
Its  shadows  play  life-giving,  cheerful  rays 
Of  high  devotion  shining  in  darkest  days, 
A  silver  lining  to  the  clouds  of  the  war, 
And  as  in  some  deep  cave  there  gleams  afar 
A  point  of  light  straying  from  sunlit  strand. 
We  Wanderers  think  we  see  a  Promised  Land. 
Therefore,  we  toil  'mid  war  and  evil  too. 
Hoping  and  praying  that  our  dreams  come  true. 
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RONDELS   ADAPTED   FROM   THE 
MEDIMVAL   FRENCH 

SHUN,  oh  !  shun  those  bright  young  eyes. 
Heart  of  mine,  would  you  surrender  ? 
All  alone — unarmed  and  tender — 
Think  !     He  fights  again  who  flies, 
Oft  a  swift  retreat  is  wise. 
When  Love  mocks  a  rash  defender  ; 
Shun,  oh  !  shun  those  bright  young  eyes, 
Heart  of  mine,  would  you  surrender  ? 
Feign  indifference  !     Be  pretender  ! 
Do  not  stay  one  glance  to  send  her  ; 
Out  !  upon  her  treacherous  gender ; 
Ambushed,  many  a  warrior  dies. 
Shun,  oh  !  shun  those  bright  young  eyes. 


If  I  should  only  sing  of  Hope, 

That  Lender  great  of  words  profuse, 

A  book  of  bulk — I  say  not  use — 

Were  writ  with  many  a  varied  trope. 

Nor  would  we  melancholy  mope. 

But  make  of  Life  a  happy  truce. 

If  I  should  only  sing  of  Hope, 

That  Lender  great  of  words  profuse. 

Serene  we'd  view  the  toilers  grope 

Year  in,  year  out  ;  smile  on  abuse. 

And  with  soft  words  fine  fools  produce 

Mild  fed.     While  Truth  were  robbed  of  scope 

If  I  should  only  sing  of  Hope. 
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Sweet  flowers  of  summer,  fresh  and  fair. 

Born  to  the  warmth  and  joy  of  June, 

Lulled  by  the  zephjnr's  gentle  croon 

When  night  doth  fold  down  everywhere  | 

Each  balmy  petal.     Odours  rare 

Rise  as  pure  incense  to  the  moon. 

Sweet  flowers  of  summer,  fresh  and  fair. 

Must  ye  depart  with  Love  so  soon  ? 

By  day  the  birds  with  blithesome  air 

Dance  on  the  blossomed  boughs,  and  tune 

Full-throated  lays.     Leaves  make  festoon. 

And  all  the  world  seems  free  from  care — 

Sweet  flowers  of  summer,  fresh  and  fair  ! 
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